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TOM RATTLEBRAIN; 

Or, The Mystery of the Old School Tower. 

CHAPTER VII. 

THE WHIRLPOOL. 

HE time passed bat slowly away at the 
“ Dusthole ’ for Tom Rattlebrain. 


The letter he had received from.his father bad for 
the time shadowed the sunshine of his life. 

But yet in his inmost heart he had a suspicion 
that all was not right. 

What coaid have been the means by which Dr. 
Dastall had intercepted a letter he coaid not 
guess. 

But there was something in his heart which told 
him it mast be so : that the father he had so loved 


would never have so written to him, or about 

His spirits rose at length however. 

The time before the return of his father from 
abroad was a long one. 

But it seemed that daring that time he would 
have to be satisfied with his position. 

So in spite of what he knew of the fate of Bob 
Tbarlow—in spite of tbe terrible flogging which be 
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Tom Rattlebrain, “ you won’t have to bear it, will 
you ? So let ua in—don’t have any palaver.” 

“ Now that’s what I call ongratefui,” cried the 
old man, “ just as I was a thinking how I was to 
get you into the academy without a row, and-” 

“ All right, we’ll chance the row,” said Tom, 

“ and so good night.” 

They knew well both of them that the principal 
‘‘emotion” in old Ted Pepper’s heart was—rum. 

That and “bacca” were his motive powers in 
life. 

And, so far from getting them out of a row, he 
would have helped them freely into one, and then 
told the Doctor, if he could only have gained 
thereby an increase iu his amount of rum and 

" Cuss them young himps 1 ” he muttered, as he 
toddled off to his quarters, as well as his gouty 
foot would allow him. “ I’ll be beven with ’em yet! 
One thing—praise the pigs 1 their hides will ache 
to-morrow 1 ” 

Meanwhile, despite the curses that he was groan¬ 
ing out against them, the two boys hastened to the 
door of the academy. 

The serving man opened it, and seeing their pale 
faces, on which the signs of recent fighting were j 
still visible, he started back. 

With him these boys were favourites, and he 
guessed at ones the punishment that in ordinary 
eases they might expect to receive. 

“Why, young gentlemen,” he cried, “what 
have you been up to f ” 

“ Rowing, drowning, fighting, &c.,” exclaimed 
Tom Rattlebrain. “ Don’t make a fizgig of it. 
Let’s go up to our rooms and have done with it.” 

The man laughed. 

“Well, young gentlemen,” he said, “you do 
pretty well as you like with me. But the Doctor 
is not quite the same. He’s sitting in his room 
waiting for you.” 

The boys 'looked at one another aghast. 

Not with terror. 

But no boy looks forward with much pleasure 
to the prospect of being flogged. 

“ Is be very angry ? ” said Marland, with a wry 
face. “ I don’t at all appreciate a whacking when 
my back is like a sensitive gridiron.” 

“ I don’t know,” said the man, “ but I can’t say 
he looks particularly amiable. However, I don’t 
want to stand here talking. I shall get in a row 
as well as you." 

The boys, with beating hearts, made their way 
to the room of the Doctor. 

Under ordinary circumstances, Tom Rattlebrain 
was not the sort of boy to have skulked away from 
a flogging. 

But they had both been through extraordinary 
adventures, and wi re thoroughly done up. 

They found the doctor in his room alone, with a 
glass of whisky toddy before him and a pipe. 

“ Come in, my boys—come in,” he said, in a 
cheery voice, “ I’m all alone.” 

This was a warning that he was in a terrible 
passion. 

Whenever he was calm and collected it was a 
proof that he was in a state of internal efferves- 


“ Close the door, and sit down my lads.” 

They did so. 

“ And pray may I ask where you have been.” 

“ Yes, sir, 1 will tell you all truthfully,” said 
Tom Rattlebrain, “and then perhaps you will for¬ 
give us.” 

The doctor cast a curious look at the speaker. 

“ Very well; I like the truth,” said be ; “I will 
listen carefully.” 

He said the last word with a peculiar intonation 

But Tom Rattlebrain did not observe it. 

He began rapidly and without the least reserva¬ 
tion to tell the story of their adventures. 

The doctor listened at first indifferently, as if he 
expected to hear only a recapitation of some child¬ 
ish folly. 

But as he heard more of it be became attentive ; 
his brow became knit, his lips turned deadly white, 
and his whole manner changed. 

“And you mean to tell me,” he said, “ you mean 
to tell me positively that Mr. Jeffery Jordan was 
iu the ruins.” 

“ Yes, sir, I swear it,” cried Tom Rattlebrain. 

“ I do not believe you any more for swearing,” 
said the doctor; “ you both saw him, you say ? ’’ 

“ Yes.” 

“That will do then; go to bed. I quite forgive 


you, but take my advice. Another time do not be 
so gallant to the young ladies. You nearly lost 
your life twice through them.” 

The lads retired, nothing displeased with the 
result of their night’s adventure. 

They had escaped, indeed, in a way they little 
expected. 

On the following day, in the playground, how¬ 
ever, Tom Rattlebrain was accosted by the usher, 
Jeffery Jordan. 

“Young gentleman,” he said, “you have a 
Btrange faculty of making enemies.” 

Tom glanced up at him with a defiant look. 

. “ How so, sir? ” he cried; “ how have I made an 


“ In me. 

“ And why ? ” 

“ For what you told the doctor last , night,” re¬ 
plied the usher between his set teeth. “You could 
have narrated yonr adventures without bringing 
your sneaking propensities into play.” 

“Sneaking 1” exclaimed Tom Rattlebrain; “I 
wasn’t aware you were doing ’anything to be 
ashamed of.” 

The tall usher extended bis skeleton hand and 
seized him by the ear. 

“ Come, none of yonr insolence,” cried he ; “ I’ll 
not stand it.” 

“Let go my ear, sir,” exclaimed Tom, resolutely, 
“ you know you’ve no business to threaten me and 
annoy me because I told my master the truth last 
night.” 

The usher, in reply, gave his ear an extra 
twist. 

“ Why, you insolent young ruffian,” he began. 

But the sentence was never completed. 

Tom Rattlebrain let out with all his force with 
his right hand and caught the usher full in the 
region of the wind. 

An exclamation of disgust and annoyance es¬ 
caped the lips of Jeffery Jordan, and he of course 
released the lad. 

But in au instant he recovered himself, and 
springing forward be endeavoured to seize our hero. 

But the effort was vain. 

In spite of his long arms and his long legs he 
was no match in activity to Tom, and tbe young 
lad with many a laugh dodged hither and thither, 
until there was a circle round them of merry 
schoolboys. 

Jeffery Jordan had no idea of losing his dignity 
in this scramble. 

So preferring to nur-e his revenge until another 

“ I shall report this to the doctor,” he said, and 
stalked away. 

The boys of course dared not show too much 
their intense delight at tbe discomfiture of the 

But, nevertheless, as ho tarned his back he was 
greeted by a roar of laughter. 

He did not look round. 

In fact, he knew well that among so many it 
would be impossible to detect the calprits. 

He determined, therefore, that his vengeance 
should fall upon the two lads whom he knsw to be 
his enemies—Tom Rattlebrain and young Matland. 

The boys gathered eagerly round the two heroes 
of the hour, and anxiously demanded the meaning 
of the scene. 

But in vain. 

The friends had resolved to say nothing more of 
the matter; and so with many a laugh and jest 
they avoided tbe subject and lapsed into their play 


The usher of course did not complain to the 
doctor. 

He knew better than to do so, but all that after¬ 
noon, while Tom Rattlebrain was in his class of 
arithmetic, the usher watched him with eager 
spitefulneas. 

But Tom knew how much he was being watched, 
how every trip would be observed, and he got 
through his lessons with even more iclat than 

On the next day there was a new arrival at the 

This was a boy of the name of Trencher—a 
fair-haired, bullet-headed chap of the age of 
seventeen, with bine eyes and rosy cheeks, but by 
no means a clever-looking or handsome lad. 

He had a most snpercilions air about him, and 
at once claimed friendship with Bill Blantyre. 

With him he seemed to be old cbnma, but to the 


others he appeared to think it condescension to 

To Tom Rattlebrain he commenced, even after 
the first few hours, to behave with studied inso¬ 
lence, until at length, when they entered the play¬ 
ground, Tom said,— 

“ Archie Trencher—I believe that’s yonr name 
—did you ever have your nose palled ? ” 

The stont lad with the rosy cheeks eyed him 
with lofty disdain. 

“Go away, yoo-rnde fellow,” he said; “I was 
not aware I had come among cads.” 

“Is that observation applied to me?” said 
Tom. 

“You can take it as such,” returned Trencher; 
“ I don’t generally say things without meaning.” 

“Well, that’s more than anyone would fancy 
from your face,” replied Tom; “ but as I said be¬ 
fore, if you have not had your nose pulled, you’ve 
come into a stunning place to have a lesson in the 

“There is one thing you couldn’t do,” said 
Trencher, “ so be off, and thank your lucky stars 
I don’t give you a hiding.” 

“ That’s what I want,” cried Tom. “ A good 
licking would do me the world of good, so np with 
your dukes, my lad. Take your position, and 
meanwhile, just to give you a little encouragement 
to fight properly, here’s what you’re longing for, 
my hearty.” 

And with a sudden spring forward, he seized 
Trencher by the nose and wrung it. 

Tbe blood surged np at once into the face of the 
new boy, and he struck out. 

But the blow was ineffectual. 

It was caught upon Tom Rattlebrain’s arm, and 
the boys, who had at once greeted the commence¬ 
ment of the combat with eager pleasure, now 
formed a ring round them. 

Tom was far shorter than hi9 antagonist. 

Bat this in his eyes made not the slightest differ- 

His bold and daring nature made him utterly 
reckless as to the size or style of an adversary, 
and so casting off his jacket and flinging it to 
Marland to hold, he faced his older and stronger 
foe. 

The fight at once began in earnest. 

Right and left Tom Rattlebrain delivered his 
blows, hitting out straight from the shoulder, and 
administering such punishment upon the face of 
Archie Trencher as he never had before. 

The result of the battle soon became un¬ 
doubted. 

Tom Rattlebrain was winning in a canter, as the 
saying is. 

Suddenly, however, he was seen to fling up his 
arms, the blood spurted from his forehead, and he 
fell prpne to the ground. 

A cry of horror rose from the lips of all who 
saw this, and Marland, rushing forward, sank on 
his knees and raised his friend’s head on them. 

“ Great heavens ! ” he exclaimed, “ some coward 
has flung a stone and killed him.” 

It seemed too true. 

HU forehead was laid open in a deep gash, and 
he lay speechless and insensible. 

The question was, who had thrown the stone? 

(To be continued. Commenced in No. 362). 


Newspaper News.— Encouraged, we believe, by 
the success attending the publication of the canard 
about the “ submersion” of Tortola, our daily contem¬ 
poraries are making arrangements for the “ coming 
off” of the following startling events. Already the 
leaders destined to “ illustrate ” the various items of 
news are in a forward state of preparation, and it is 
said that abridged copies of Lempriere’s Classical Dic¬ 
tionary have, during the last few days, been in very 
great demand, when the state of the season is 
taken into consideration :—“ Razing of Paris by the 
Caving in of the Catacombs! ” “ Submersion of 

Cambridge by the Overflowing of the Cam 1 ! ” 
“Thawing of the North Pole by a Heavy Fire of 
Thunderbolts! 1! ” “ Overflowing of Edinburgh by 

an Eruption of the Grampian Hills! 11!” “Des¬ 
truction by Fire df London by a Conflagration of the 
Thames ! ! 1 1 1 ”— Tomahawk. 

A deer was shot the other day in New Jersey, not 
far from Vineland, by an old gentleman of 84. The 
veteran hunter had walked ten miles that day before 
coming upon his game. 
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NAUTICAL YARNS. 

BY HARRY HAWSER. 

TIT FOR TAT; 


E IS majesty’s brig And was lying at single 
anchor, at the month of a small creek on 
the west coast of Africa. 

It was early in the morning and Doctor Robert¬ 
son, the brig’s surgeon, was walking up and down 
the quarter deck. A flabby, fat, coarse.looking 
man he was. 

With his hands folded over his round pot-belly, 
he strutted up and down the quarter-deck. 

Suddenly a whizzing sound was heard, and a 
large wet swab,* falling from aloft landed right 
across the Doctor’s gross features. 

Dashing the swab down upon the dock, the irate 
surgeon looked up aloft to endeavour and discover 
whence the missile had been discharged. 

There with a grin upon his mischievous coun¬ 
tenance, was a midshipman of the name of Spicer, 
gazing over the edge of the maintop. 

From certain private reasons, 

Robertson had no doubt that he 
was the offender. He turned 
aft to complain to the officer of 
the watch. 

“Insolent young scoundrel, 
your.g Harry Spicer—just 
dropped a swab right on to my 
f ace —must have been clone on 
purpose—could not have been 
an accident.” 

At this moment, the young¬ 
ster of whom he was complain¬ 
ing, made his appearance on 
dick by the expeditious method 
of eliding down the topmast 
backstay. 

“ Oh I am so sorry,” began 
the middy, “ I really couldn’ 


So saying he also disappeared to attend to the 
unfortunates under his charge in the sick bay. 

After breakfast a big canoe came alongside the 
brig, and a greyheaded negro who was sitting in 
the sternsheets mounted the side and came on 

Standing in the gangway ho went through several 
motions with bis arms and looked very much as if 
he wanted to S3y something. 

Seeing this Captain Rattler sent for the head 
man of a dozen of Kroomen they had on board, 
hoping that he might be able to understand the old 
nigger’s lingo. 


They are employed ia doing the dirty work, and 
in the sun, where work would mean death for 
European. 

Most of them speak a little English, some better 
than others, and they are generally speaking, 
remarkably useful. Rattler always used to call 
them “ the tame niggers.” 

Presently this head man made his appearance. 
Tom Toby was his name, and in a short time he 
was in the middle of a conversation with the 


help it, s 


Iw 


i passing ti 


swab over to the captain of the 

top, and it-” 

“ Don’t you believe it, Mr. 

. Short,” interrupted the glowing 
surgeon; “lam positively cer¬ 
tain that it was done on pur- 


“To what reason, then, do 
you attribute his conduct. 

Doctor Robertson,” enquired 
the lieutenant. 

“Why simply out of revenge, because the other 
day he came to me with a headache, and—and—” 

Here the doctor began to see that he was con¬ 
fessing too much, and wished to leave off. 

“ Well, dector, wbat happened then,” said Short. 

“ Why. Well, I caught him laughing at me be¬ 
hind my back, so I made his draught very nauseous 
with Tinct. Jalap® and Aloe Bark, as a punish¬ 
ment, and now I’m quite certain he has done this 
in return.” 

“What do you say to this, Mr. Spicer?” en. 
quired the lieutenant endeavouring to keep his 
countenance. 

“ Why, sir, what the doctor says he has done, 
may be true enough, but the matter of the swab 
was entirely an accident, sir, I can assure you, and 
there’s Johnson, the captain of the top, will say 

At this a strapping young seaman stepped forward 
and removing his Btraw hat smoothed down his 
hair, while exclaiming “ That it were, sir, I 
take my afterdaver, that the young genelman didn’t 
go for to do it, sir.” 

“ I shall let it pass as an accident this time, but 
take care, Mr. Spicer, how such a thing occurs 

“ Thankee, sir, I will,” returned the middy a 
turning away he made the best of his road below. 

“ Too bad upon my word,” muttered the angry 
doctor, “to be insulted in this manner, and with 
impunity too. By Heavens if he oomes into the 
sick list he shall know it” 



than one sense of the wo rd, it ap peared that a king 
native town, a little way inland, named Little 
Berebee, had sent an invitation to the white men 
to be present at a grand feast and palaver he was 
going to hold on the next day, which was to termi¬ 
nate in a gigantic hunt. 

When Tom Toby had translated all this Rattler 
was very much pleased, for he was a thoroughbred 
sportsman, and although he had often heard of a 
native hunt, yet he had never taken part in one. 

It appeared that the old negro who had brought 
the message was a big swell at home, but at the 
same time he was not above accepting a “ dash” as 
they term it of several old brass buttons and a 
pound of tobacco. 

“Dash” on the West Coast of Africa is similar 
to “Backsheesh” in Turkey and the East. 

It was agreed when the old man left the brig, 
that the party who accepted the invitation should 
be ashore by daybreak the next morning. 

The captain, the first lieutenant, the doctor and 
three junior officers, of whom Harry Spicer was one, 
made up the party of officers, and by way of pre- 
caution Rattler determined to take his armed boat’s 

The next morning the men were all ready long 
before sunrise, laughing and cracking their jokes as 
if there was no such thing as a poisoned arrow in 
Africa. 

When they reached the landing place, the old 
negro and a lot of others, who appeared to consti¬ 
tute a guard of honour, were waiting for them. 

Tom Toby was added to the party as interpreter, 
and with the natives in front they all started off 
into the bush. 

After half-an-hout’s smart walking the pace 


began to tell upon the fat doctor, and puffing and 
blowing, between the intervale of moppiog the 
prespiration from his face he jerked out, “ upon my 
word—one need be in good training—this pace ia 
terrific—I’m perspiring all over—pocket handker- 
chief’s no use—” 

“ Oh, sir, you want that swab, that you threw 
away yesterday,” exclaimed Harry Spicsr. 

“ All right youngster—wait a bit—my turn’ll 
come—wait till you're on the sick list again.” 

After they had been walking for about a couple 
of hours, they came within sight of a big mud 
wall, which surrounded a lot of mud huts, and 
that the old negro pointed out with a great deal of 
pride as “ Little Berebee.” A wide ditch was out¬ 
side the wall, which was full of dirty green water, 
while two wide gates appeared to be the only means 
of entrance. 

The town was so full of people, that in the dis¬ 
tance it looked as if it were swarming with flies. 

When Robertson saw the number of natives and 
how completely the party once in the city would be 
in their power, he turned a sallow leaden colour. 

“ Don’t you think, Captain Rattler,” said he, 
“that we had better remain outside.” 

“ No, doctor, certainly not,” answered Rattler, 
“why da you ask? Haven’t you brought your 
I medicine chest with you? Pooh, pooh, mao, I’d 
take that place in ten minutes, 
with my boat's crew.” 

Tom Toby here interrupted 
and informed the officers that 
all the people were in the city 
on account of it beirg the 
grand feast of the year. It 
was called the "feast of 
Coral,” and there was to be 
“ Big Fetish.” 

When the party arrived op¬ 
posite the gates, they were 
thrown open, and they all 
marched in. 

There were the six officers 
first with Tom Toby, and the 
nigger swell, then came the 
boat’s crew with their muskets 
on their shoulders, while the 
rear was brought up with 
swarms of curious and in¬ 
quisitive niggers. 

The road was a broad one 
leading from the gates to a kind 
of open square, or market 

In this open square was the 
king seated upon a raised plat¬ 
form, while just behind him 
were standing over a hundred women. 

These the officers were informed through Tom 
Toby were the king’s wives. The old negro who 
had acted as guide, now threw himself upon his 
face; and beckoned to Rattler to do the same. But 
the captain was the wrong sort of man for that. 
He had brought some more buttons and tobacco, 
which he handed up to his majesty. 

The king, who, if he excelled in nothing else, 
was certainly one of the ugliest men in the city, 
was evidently pleased with the present. 

He grunted, grinned like a satyr, and then nod¬ 
ded his head. 

After that the party were conducted to seats near 
the platform, and were able to take a good look 

Right in the middle of the square was a huge 
wooden image of an alligator, in front of which had 
been dug a wide and deep pit. 

Between the alligator and the pit were standing 
two gigantic negroes, each of them over six feet in 
height, and armed with large double-edged swords. 

Tom Toby explained that this wooden image 
was the God of the Coral, and there was to be a 
big sacrifice to him, before the feast, conducted by 
the two negroes under the orders of the priests. 

The priests now made their appearance out of 
small hut, by the side of the square. They wer 
all dressed in white, and were occupied in making 
noise enough to frighten crows away. 

It was a species of singing, but, alas, for the har- 

They fell in two deep all round the alligator, 
leaving only the front open. 

Then from out of another hut were led the vic¬ 
tims who were to become the sacrifices. 
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Their hands were tied behind their backs, and on 
each side of one marched an armed negro. 

An immense noise of tom toms, or native drums, 
now commended, and (reeping time to this rough 
music, the poor fellows marched slo wly round the 
square. In a few minutes the one who led the 
procession arrived opposite the alligator. The 
negro standing on the right raised his sword, swung 
it round his head, and with one blow the victim was 
decapitated, his body falling into the pit. 

The next one was treated in a similar manner by 
the other negro, and so they went on. 

Suddenly one of the sacrifices, who happened to 
be jnst passing by the party from the Ariel, tripped 
np the guard on that side and sprang into the 

Approaching Battler, ha said, in broken English: 

I'am Porfugea, you are Inglish sailar, you wil 

And on looking at him the captain could per¬ 
ceive that be was not a negro. Although he Was 
somewhat dark, yet he had not the African 
features. 

Directly the priests saw that one of the sacrifices 
had made his escape they set up a terrific shriek 
ing, and followed by a Urge number of armed 
niggers they started toivqrds the English party as 
if to recapture him. 

“All right, my map, we’ll protect you,” said 
Battler to the Portuges; then he added, “Now, 
my boys, we matt get Out of this, there’s no irmi 
to be loaf. Double quick ! ” 

And in another raiGute the whole party were 
running as hard as they could to the gat". 

But just as they got close op to ic the guards, 
guessing something was wrong, closed and barred 

“Follow me," sang out the Portugee j and 
turning sharp to the'right lie in ole towaids a 
portion of the wall that appeared to be rather 
lo ver than the rest, and therefore easier to get 


And upon arriving at It they found that it was 
still too big to he jumped witbouNtsii'tone?. 

“ Qu’ck, hoys,” shouted Battler; “Drag that 
bullock waggon alongside.” 

In another ruinate the olnmsy conveyance was 
under the wall, and with its assistance it was easy 
to surmount. 

Bat just then a band of a couple of dozen 
negroes came round a corner and commenced put¬ 
ting their arrows to their bo wo. 

“Now, my mon, taka good aim," exciatmed 
Battler.' “ Don’t throw a shot awar.” 

“Fi-o! ” 

The natives wape evidently not accustomed to 
• firearms. 

Same of them fell flit on their fnc ; s, while 
others shrieked and fi ll behind the nearest huw. 
Seyen of them ware either killed qf ys-Qijiide.l._ 

Then it sir as every man for himself, and it was 
Wonderful to see the agility shown in galling over 
that wail. 

Groat was the enjoyment of the men and the 
middies at the unhappy position of the doctor. 

As we have observed before, he wai extrerpely 
fat, and in vain he endeavoured to climb the 

wall. 

Pan ir g and perspiring with fear he wonid make 
a gigantic effort, and then tumb'o’over backward*. 

At length they were all over but the doctor, and 
thq negroos had plucked up courage qnd bvsre 
coming on ogdn. 

Reinvigorafed by his fear Eftb^rtsqn made a tre¬ 
mendous effort, pd landed just upon the top of the 

walh 

At that moment a nigger triad? a lungs with hi?;, 
spear at the doctor’s “fairest mark.” 

He gave a bow! and tumbled right over into the 
■ditch the other side. 

It certainly helped him over the Wall, bat from 
the grunts and groans he gave vent to I fear the 
medico did not app eciato the native assistance. 

He managed to c'.iinb up the side of the ditch, 
and then seeing another band of natives approach¬ 
ing he fainted from pure “fnnk.” 

Fouc of the bluejackets picked him up and 
carried him, and you may be sure they didn’t lose 
the opportunity of paying him out for some old 
scores. Many a nauseous draught and unnecessary 
bolus, filthy powder, and purging pill was reeol- 
ected and repaid during-that march. 

Another volley sent the approaching band of na¬ 


tives to the right about, and our little baud gained 
the protection of the bash. 

Now commenced the doctor’s purgatory. 

Every time bis carriers came near a prickly 
cactus or mimosa bush he was lowered a little bit 
so that his stern might jnst touch the prickles or 

Many a howl and naughty word did he make 
use of, but everybody was in such a harry to get 
down to the boat that no notice was paid to his 

They at length arrived at the landing place 
without a further meeting with the natives, and 
got safely on hoard. 

The Portuges said that he had heionged to a 
trading -schooner that had been wrecked off the 
coast., and all hands lost bat himself. 

The Ariel sailed the next day, and the Portn- 
gee was landed at Tvneriffe. 

For nearly a month Dr. Robertson was unable 
to sit down without making an ugly face, and at 
last he was so chuffed by his messmates with re¬ 
gard to his “courage,”, “honourable tear?,” 
“ wounds received ia battle,” &c., that, much to 
everybody’s delight, he took the opportunity of ex¬ 
changing with another medico at Tentriffe, and 
the Ariels were ones more happy. 


FRANK'S FREAKS 
AT THE FINISHING SCHOOL. 

CIIAPTF.B XXVIf. 


‘ No 


, JUit jie.li „ , 

whiU I consider t!)J ma’-ur over.” 

Benbin Ashcroft aco.-pted the invitatiin, and 
thus tnaqspd to get nearer the old man. 

“And thus run thtt cargo to-njerrow night, do 
they ? " said the lieutenant. 

“Yes,” replied Reuben, f‘and thsy sail it was 
finest French brandy.” 

“ Good, my men shall be there to meet thorn. I 
suppose the smugglers ata strong? ” 

“Very, all picked men, and terribly desperate," 
replied Reuben unwarily. 

“ So, so. Master Reuben Ashcroft,” sneered ths 
lieutenant, “ did they tell you that also ? ” 

Reuben turned a little pale, for he found he had 
said too much. 

“ The reason why I say that,” be hastened to 
explain, “ was that the tali sailor said that if you 
did happen to discover their secret, they would 
fight to the feat, aqd conquer or. dfe” 

“ Jlrqye fellows, plppky fellows, Mjsfer uban 
As'-n rofi,” qqjprqd the lieutenant. 

“I do not updgrptajvi you,” rep'.igd Rsiibon. “ I 
«!**$«<} iiwi'fe ngt insult for my «?«»,”• 

“Don’t understand me?. D> you not think 
that these sailors were fools to say so much before 
yqn ? ” 

1 But do I not fell you that I pr-.tenfed fe be 
asleep, and tuat they took? Dutch.” 

Bqt'wby used they have spoken tij all? ” said 
$0 lieutenant. “especially iu a pablic-hqua?.” 

“That I cannot ray,” said lleubs^ fulkiiy; “ I 
have tcid ypu the truth, I car. do no more.”' ’ 
“ Odd?, hob?, why Ton are losing yiiur temper,’ 
fejigbed tbq Jiei^uigg^ “that won’t ntsjps me 

“I have told jpu the tiuth,” cried Reuben 
fiercely ( “ do you (fere to call me a liar? ” 

“ Dare! what (jo you mean by that, sir ? ” 
demanded the lieutenaqt atjgrjly. 

“ Look berq, Lientoaaut Grogrum,” cried Reub.su 
Ashcroft, “ I aril (man as well as you.” 

“ Ho ! ho 1 ho 1 ” shouted, Grogrum, “ here is 
(Other piece of valuable news-a-he is a man.” 

“ Daipu it, sir 1 ” said Reuben passionately, do 
iu mean to laugh at me? ” 

“That’s it—that’s just what I do mean to do,” 
crowed ths lieutenant delightedly. 

“By heavensl you shall repent this insult,” 
cried Ashcroft, white with passion. 

“Haik ye, mv Dandy Boatman,” cried the 
’ufennnt sternly, “ I have had enough of 

“ And si have I,” cried Reuben Ashcroft, draw¬ 
ing his breath fiercely aqd quickly. 

“And now I will tell you my nowfi,” Said 
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t hi (me rpe if the ncys be 
mt make it." 
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Grogrum. “I dq know fill about the Cutthroat 
Creek gang.” 

“How was to know that?” cried Reuben, 
getting nearer the lieutenant, “ how should I ? ” 

“ Yon did not know it, or I doubt if you would 
be here. I also know that one Baahen Ashcroft is 
their leader.” 

“How ! ” cried Reuben, starting back in amaze¬ 
ment, “ me a leader of smugglers? ’’ 

“ Neither more nor less,” fenghed the lieutenant, 
“ aud tlie respectable Mr. Toddla?, the undertaker, 
is year lieutenant. I know that your ship, the 
Firefly, it about to run a cargo, or is running one 

“ It is false ! ” exclaimed Raubeii; “if it ware 
true, do yon think I would be'hore ? ” 

“ I do not know your reasons, but what I do 
know is this, your gang will soon be in my 
power." 

‘ I tell you I have nothing todo with any gang,” 
cried Ashcroft, pale with terror. 

“And I tdl you you have. Do you know one 
Silas Slime, eh, my Dandy Boatman, do yon?" 

“I have met him,” replied Reuben Ashcroft, in 
a low, tremulous voice— 1 ' what of hitnl" 

“ Well, that kind young gentleman has betrayed 
the gang. Here is bis letter with all the names." 

“The mean, wretched scoundrel!" gasped 
Reuben Ashcroft j “oh 1 that I had his throat in my 

“ Bat you have not got it. To morrow you and 
your friends will all be in prison for piracy, mark 
that. As far as I can maks oat, your crimes havs 
been more than ordinary .smuggling.” 

“ By heavenri that shall never be,” pried P.ec- 
kep, suddenly bringing out a stiletto and springing 
towards the lieutenant. 

Swift as lightning the lieutenant had drawn a 
jristid feom uuder Lis pillsw, and presented it at 

“Ha! ha! you murderous scoundrel,” ha pried, 
“I am prepared for you, you see." 

Bsubcp. Ashcroft staggered bick against the 
table, where he lsant for supper’, 

“ Put do a n i hat weapon," cried Lieutenant Grog¬ 
rum, rior I will let dajlight through you.” 

As he spoke the lieutenant tried to crawl ont of 
his hammock. 

This movement left Reuben Ashcroft at liberty 
to make an attack on his enemy. 

He at once seized on the, opportunity, and sprang 
Upon the lieutenant. 

His arm was raised to strike, but at that instant 
poor oli-Poll rushed'forward to save her master, 
and the dagger was instantly buried iu her 

With a low, piteous ipilj the old woman sank 
lifeless at her master’s feet. 

But now another combatant appeared upon the 
seepe of carnage gud strife. 

It w.is Mungo, Lieutenant Grogrum’a faithful 
old friend and companion—his dog Mungo. 

With a jow growl, the dog ffew forward, and 
sqizsd upon the Dnfey Rfejmau’s throat. 

“ Curse the dog ! ” ue exiiliinfecl, as he thraig it 
off. “Shiii su?h a creature ruin me ? ” 

, Hold on ! ” roared the jWBtspggt. “ Hold pn, 
Mungo, I’m here, old boy. Keep tight hold of the 
murdering rascal whilst I blow'bis brains opt. Good 
dog -good dog ! Only wait rill I get my pistols 
ready—.that is all. Ha 1 hg ! ha ! we will h»Y9 

At that mowfei Keqb.en Kjlyjrjjft heard a shout 
in the garden, wd?™, w* tl * It 3 read 1 ?!’ 1 * permission, 
we will ?t qpiieprocepd. 

Carrying ont his plan of alarming the lieutenant, 
Frank had sent his friend Ted off to alarm the 
school, and from the school the town, so that they 
might at ouca attack these men, the smugglers of 
the Eir.efiy, and discover thaw at thei*. nefarious 
work, 

Frank had less scruple iu this, inasmuch as he 
knew that smuggling was the least thing iu the 
matter. 

The men who had taken the run of Cntjhroat 
Creek were not men who simply gaiaed their Hving 
by smuggling, but were willing to enter 1 into the 
most'nefarious crimes possible. 

He hurried down the path that led tp jj!}? lieu- 
taham’s house as fast as ha could.’ 

“ I had better not keep to the path,” he. mut¬ 
tered. “I will'make my way across the grass: 
that is the shorte 1 w . v, and 1 feel convinced that 
no time should hr lost.” 
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He dashed along as fast as possible, an! at last 
arrived at the lieutenant’s house. 

What was that? 

A man leaning down by the wiadotv, gazing 
through the shutters ? 

The man speaking—ye.', shaking—in low 
fiendish tone to himself. 

Frank stooped down, and listened to what tho 
man said. 

“ Ha ! ha ! ” he cried : 11 this is the game T like. 
Ho, Hu ! he has got the lieutenant now. No, the 
lieutenant has him. Confusion ! the lieutenant has 
his pistols. Ha ! Reuben Ashcroft is foiled—foiled! 
See! he retreats! Well, well, why don’t the 
lieutenant kill him 1 There, there, now's bis chance i 
he can get him now he turns to get out of his 
hammock. Now, now—now is the time! Ah ! 
the old woman rnahes forward. He strikes her 
down. Bravo! bravo I Now for the lieutenant! ” 
“ Villian !’’ cried Frank, springing forward, “ I 
have you now. You are the man who tortured me 
in the vault?. It is no, use struggling ; you shall 
not escape me. Yield at one ! ” 

“ Unhand w e, boy 1 ” cried Toddles. “ Fool I yon 
are holding me back whilst mntder is going on I" 
“Murder I” cried Frank, iq alarm. *< Murder! 
Where?'! 

“ The lieutenant is bsing murdered by Reuben 
Ashcroft, the Dmiiy Boatman.” 

“Reuben Ashcroft ! ” <• i d Frank 'creaming in 
horror. “ Is it poasiuh i- ” 

“ Yes—yes! I am oil, very oty, or I would 
have interfered. I did call for help. Did you not 
hear me ? He has killed the old woman, I de- 
Have. For heaven's sake, b^ik in the window, 
and save ths lieutenant! " 

Frank did not pause for a moment, but gashed 
forward to the window. 

He had scarcely reac ted it, when the shntiers 
where thrown open, and the window smashed to 

A man sprang out on thaliwn, and struck Frank 
down. There were two sharp reports of a pistol, 
and the next moment Frank felt himself collared. 

“ So, So ! cried Grogrnm, “ I have caught one 
of you at last, have I ? Yon wretched, murdering 
thieves ! My poor old Poll, too ? But yon shall 
all swing for it, that you shall! I will see her 

“ Lieutenant Grogrum,” cried Frank,'“you are 
mistaken. I came here to assist you. Heaven 
knows it was not my wish to do you any harm. 
Now I see the folly of the practical jokes I have 
played. Bat whilst you are holding me, the men 
who have committed the crime will escape.” 

“ What, Frank Ferndale ? ” cried tk3 lieutenant, 
“ How the deuce did yog come here ? ” 

“Lieutenant Grogrum, whilst we talk here your 
poy old housekeeper may be dying. Let ns go to 
her at once. Not only can I prove my innocence, 
but I will also let you know all about the men who 
would, had they been able to carry oat their evil 
design?, have murdered yon. I will also explain to 
yon the mystery of Cutthroat Creek. If yon will 
come with me I can place in your hands the 
greatest set of scoundrels that ever trod. But now 
look to your housekeeper.” 

You are right,” said tha lieutenant. T Poor old 
Toll 1 Who’d have thought that after living so 
many years, tha would huvq died out of her bed? 
Dear nje, this world’s an gwfui rttm place 1 I 
never knew before that murder—that is, seeing 
another person murdered—was a cure fur the gout, 
gut it must be, for I can t&ddle op now as well 
a3 possible.” 

They clambered through the window, and went 
up to the poor old housekeeper. 

Mungo, the dog, lay stretched by her side. A 
blow from the Dandy Boatman’s dagger having 
killed her. 

“ Both of them Have slipped their cables,” sighed 
the lieutenant, “ and I think I might as well have 
gene with them also. Faith 1 it’s bnt bad luck that 
will come to me now they are gone. Poor old Poll! 
She nursed me ever since 1 was a bey, and I’ve 
nursed Mango ever since she was a pup, and now 
they are both cold and dead—cold and dead! ’i 
Here the lieutenant, who did not see ilia ah- 
surdity qf his assertion that Poll had nursed him 
ever since he was a baby, and (.hat he bad parsed 
the dog ever since it was a pup, wiped his eye, on 
■which the spray cf the sad res qf gfflietion had 
gathered.” 

- «Affi! lad,” hg continued, as ho saw .Frank 
bending Over the dead woman, and trying to listen 


to the beat of her heart, “it’s no good listening 
there. . Poll’s out of sound : ngs; the pumps won’t 

“ What can be done?” said Frank. “It seems 
sr horrible to lesve them here, and yet we mast 

“ Faith ! I don’t know what to do. I’m clean 
ont of all reckonings, and feel as useless as a ship 
without a rudder. Youngster, yon most take the 
lead here. I only want to get one grip at that in¬ 
fernal fiend, Reuben Ashcroft, and then I’ll haul 
down my colours, and make aij sail to that port 
where storms are unknown, and all ships well found 
can ride safely at anchor.” 

“ There is but one tiling to be done,” said Frank, 
“ and that is to lock up the house, and go at once to 
the admiral’s. He is a magistrate. Already my 
friend, Ted Tranquil, will have been into the town, 
and warned tha police, as well as informing Dr. 
SfcMurdoc. We shall find ail tha pflopla on the 
alert, and reedy for action.” 

“Ted Tranquil! Why, what does he know of 
thin affair?" cried Grogrum. 

“NotbiDg of this affair J but be has been with 
me to Cutthroat Cheek, where we saw the smugglers 
land their casks of spirits, gnd heard that you were 
to be murdered. It was to alarm you that I came 
here, while Ted rushed to give the alarm, that those 
wretches might be taken.” 

“ My fa<ffs of men let these fellows escape, and 
tw» b>ys found them out,” groined the lieutenant, 

“ ft is no use eornpUlniog, lieutenant,” taid 
Frank, we must gat to work now ; where are yonr 

“ Thera arc plenty of them,” saii the lieutenant, 
going to a cupboard pud taking therefrom a 

“ fixers is a a word for voq, and here aro a pair of 
pistols. I will load mine, and then we will be 
off.” 

“ Only to think that poor Pol! should be lying 

cold and-well, she wai deaf and dumb before, 

so that death perhaps don’t matter so much to her. 
Ah, lire ! it is very, very sad.” 

They were soon ready, and closing tha window 
carefully, hurried off to the admiral’s. 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 

CUTTHROAT CREEK.—THE VAULTS OX FIRE.-THE 

TOWER TAKES.—THE ESCAPE. 

Whex Frank and Grogrnm arrived at the admi¬ 
ral’s they found all in commotion. 

Old Portfire was in his full uniform, and had all 
his servants armed to the teeth. 

Besides this, a strong body of polica were there, 
all armed with pistols and cutlasses, whilst in the 
kitchen were the preventive men fortifying thom- 
selves for ths -coming straggle with good strong 
ale. 

“ Ah ! Grogrnm,” cried the admiral, “ we were 
just about to send down to you. Heaven knows 
what is up now.a-daye. If what Master Tranquil 
tells us be true there will be hard work to-night. 
A regular cutting-out expedition. Iliilo ! Master 
Frank, J understand yon were the one who went to 
work to find thoso fellows ont. Wo all owe yon 
our thanks, for if it bad not been for you mnrder 
might have been done. 1 * 

“I fear me, admiral, that my services were much 
too late, for mnrder has been done.” 

“ Murder ! ” cried the admiral. “ Who has been 
killed?" 

In a few brief words Frank and the lieutenant 
related what had happened at the lieutenant’s 
honse ; how the Dandy Boatman and Mr. Toddles 
had made their escape, and also how there could be 
little donbt that they had sought a refuge amongst 
the smugglers-at Cutthroat Creek. 

“ In the first place,” said the- admiral, “ this un¬ 
dertaker’s house mast be seized.” 

“ I will see to that,” said the inspector of police. 
“ I will send three or four of my men down at 

“ And now I think we had all better march down 
to the Creqk,” said the admiral. 

“ Pardon me,” said Frank, “ but I think you had 
better divide yoqr men into three divisions.” 

“ Three divisions,” exclaimed the admiral. “ And 
what should wado that for? ” 

“Because I fancy that the three outlets of these 
water-rats will be well guarded, and that they ought 
to be attacked at the same time. By cloing this we 
shall be eure to take all.” 


“ The three outlets ? ” said Lieutenant Grogrnm, 
“ and which do yon call the three outlets ? ” 

“The Church, the Tower, and Cutthroat Creek, 
they all lead to one passage, I am sure.” 

“ I think you are right,” said the admiral, with 
a grin of approval. 

“ If we go by the Creek alone, these rascals will 
retreat by the Chnrch and by the Tower.” 

‘ 1 Right you are, iad, ” cried Lieutenant Grogrnm, 
“ and if wo set about it quickly, we can stop up 
all their holes, and catch them beautifully. If I 
could only get alongside that murdering villain 
Reuben Ashcroft, he should not escape me. If I 
don’t avenge old Poll and dear old Mango, why my 
name is not Grogrum, that’s all.” 

It was soon decided that Lieutenant Grogrum 
should lead the attack on the Creek. 

Frank was to accompany him, as he knew the 
way to the smugglers’ place. 

The admiral, accompanied by Tranquil, was to 
lead the attack on the Tower, whilst the police, led 
on by the inspector and Tom Track, who seemed 
to enjoy the sport with great glee, "-ere to take 
possession of tbe Church, so that none of tho gang 
should escape from the vaults. 

“ Bat look fame, lieutenant,” cried Admiral Port¬ 
fire, who, now that he had once more got thesword 
belt round ilia loins, felt the wonted fire of his 
youth burn up again, and once more took com¬ 
mand, “ but look here, lieutenant, the attack on the 
tower am! the creek must be made at ths same 
time. Now, when I arrive at the tower, ail yon 
fellows will bj at your stations, because it takes 
much longer to go to the tower than to the creek 

"Very true,” replied the lieutenant; “now, 
what sign shall we have that you are there ? ” 

“\ifliy, I will let off a rocket, and that will be 
ths signal for attack.” 

Tills being agreed upon, the small army set off 

“ Now, Mr. Frank,” said the lieutenant, as they 
caipe near to the creok, “ just you show us bow 
you managed to get down into this drain. You 
know the way, you say ; I don’t.” 

“ But if we go down into the creak we catmot 
see the admiral’s signal,” said Frank. 

“That is true; look here, Jack Frost, just you 
perch yourself on the tree yonder, and when yon 
see the admiral’s signal jnst blow a shrill whistle 
fn yonr pipe and then tumble down as fast as you 
can, and come on and join ns as quickly as you 
can, for to-night we shall want all our men—for if 
I know anything of these fellows it will be hot 
work, very hot work, indeed.” 

“ Aye! aye! sir,” said the man; “yon need 
pot fear that I will lag behind.” 

“ I don’t, only keep a sharp look out and all will 
be well. Now, Mv. Fcar-k, lead on.” 

The moon had now quite disappeared, and the 
night was so dark that Frank found it rather diffi¬ 
cult to lead the way down to the culvert. 

However, ho managed to discover it, and soon 
tho whole party were safe in tbe drain. 

Silence bad been strictly ordered and the party 
remained as stilt as mice. 

“ Phew I what a time old Portfire is bringing 
up his men,” whispered the lieutenant. 

“ It seems a lung time,” replied Frank, in the 
same tone, “but it may not be so." 

“Ah ! a watched kittle takes the longest boil¬ 
ing,” replied Grogrum, ** that’s about it.” 

There was something very terrible and unearthly 
waiting there in tbe cold dark night. 

The men, ia spite of the injunction not to talk, 
began to whisper the legend of Cutthroat Greek. 

The very waters as they fla wed over mud seamed 
telling strange weird stories. 

{Suddenly the shrill pipe of the boatswain’s 
whistle rang in the night air. 

‘ Now men,” shouted the lieutenant; “light 
yogr torches, for we shall peed tiiq;n in this hole.” ’ 

Thi torches were soon blazing away, and then 
tho liqutgnant gave the word tojjdvanee. 

They bad not gone far when they heard the 
sound of men approaching toi.meet them.! 

“Now, my lads," cried Grogrum, “stand firm. 
Don’t kill more than yon can help, but whoever 
resists just tap bi n on the head witu your cutlass, 
and if that don’t suit him put a bullet into him.” 

With this kind advice to hia-men the lieutenaut 
led them forward. 

“Halt!” shouted a voice out of the darkr ss; 

halt, or I fire.” 
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“ Hold up your torches, men,” cried the lieu- 
tenant, snatching one and holding it aloft. 

He had scarcely raised it above his head when it 
was knocked out of his hand by a bullet. 

But he had had time to see that the leader of 
Jleopposite party was the Dandy Boatman. 

“ Forward ! ’ cried Grogruro, with a shriek of 
rage ; “ forward! slay and spare not.” 

With a ringing cheer the men sprang forward to 
the fight. 

But the men they met were not only brave but 
also desperate. 

They knew that they were fighting for life and 
liberty. 

If they were taken, penal servitude for life would 
be the lea3t punishment they would have. 

As for Reuben Ashcroft he knew his fate would 
be death, and therefore preferred to meet it fight¬ 
ing rather than by the hands of the executioner. 

11 Hurrah ! my brave boys,” he cried; “ for¬ 
ward to cut the wretches down.” 

“ Fight for your laws and country,” shouted 
the lieutenant; ‘-'hatis the murderous rogues to 

In less time than it takes to write it, the scene be¬ 
came one of bloodshed and horror. 

The air was filled with the sharp clash of steel, 
the report of pistols, and the oaths and curses of 

How and then the quick report of a pistol could 
be heard, followed by the yell of the man who 
was shot. 

Reuben Ashcroft performed prodigies of valour. 

He was ever in the thickest of the fight—now 
cheering on his men—now dealing death around. 

Twice had Frank met him and crossed swords 
with him, but they had been separated. 

Frank thought that Reuben avoided him, and he 
was right in so thinking. 

The Dandy Boatman was superstitious and be r 
lieved that Frank would bring him ill luck. 

Lieutenant Grogrum tried all he could to reach 
Reuben Ashcroft but did not succeed. 

Desperately as the smugglers fought, the lieu¬ 
tenant’s men got the best of it. 


“ Fall back, men! fall back! ” cried Reuben, 
“ to the vaults! to the vaults! ” 

Bravely the smugglers kept their foes at a dis¬ 
tance while they retreated. 

At last they reached the trap door, up which 
Frank had seen the coffins taken. 

“ Up with you,” cried Reuben Ashcroft, “while 
I keep these men at bay.” 

Quickly some half dozen men were up the trap, 
but no sooner had they reached the vaults than the 
police sprang upon them. 

“Curses on it,” cried Ashcroft, “ we are sur¬ 
rounded. Up, men, and fight it out in the vaults.’’ 

The men clambered up and the contest now raged 
in the vaults of the church. 

“ Five pounds to any man who will take Ashcroft 
prisoner,” cried Grogrum. 

As he spoke he dashed forward to seize the 
Dandy Boatman, but with a wild laugh of defiance 
Reuben Ashcroft sprang through the trap into the 
vault and then slammed it down on his pursuers. 

“ Curse him, he will escape,” cried Grogrum, 
mad with rage; “ burst open the trap.” 

This was much easier said than done, as the men 

They battered away as hard as they could, but 
to no purpose. 

At last the sounds of the struggle in the vaults 
became fainter. 

Then the trap door was thrown up and the police 
inspector called out: 

“ For heaven’s sake come up, lieutenant, or they 
will escape." 

“ That is what we have been trying to do all 
along,” cried Grogrum, “ but the trap is fas- 

“ Ashcroft shot the bolt when he closed it. But 
make haste. They fight like demons.” 

^The lieutenant and his men were soon through 

No sooner did they reach the vaults than with a 
wringing cheer they dashed forward. 

“ Ho, ho, ” roared Ashcroft, as he saw them, 
“ bore come the water rats. To thepassage, lads.” 


The smugglers obeyed the command, anl rushed 
to the secret passage leading to the tower. 

The preventive men rushed to follow them, but 
in the doorway stood Reuben Ashcroft. 

In one hand he grasped an axe, and in the other 

Swinging the axe on high he made some des¬ 
perate blows at the coffias. 

Then every one could plainly see what the cofiins 
contained, and why the smugglers had pulled them 
up from, and lowered them into the boats. 

The cofiios split and oat rolled a number of small 
kegs of brandy. 

Some of them burst upon the floor, and with a 
demoniacal laugh Ashcroft flung the flaming torch 
into the spirit which at once took fire, and in a 
minute all was in a blaze. 

“ Forward, men, forward to the passage, or you 
are lost," cried the lieutenant. 

Nothing daunted, the men sprung forward and 
w ere soon in the secret passage leaving the doomed 
c hurch in flames. 

And now the conflict became more terrible and 
murderous than ever. 

The smugglers on reaching the tower found the 
admiral there ready to receive them. 

“ Surrender! ” cried the brave old admiral, “ it 
is useless to strive longer. Lay down your arms.” 

“ Never ! ” roared Reuben Ashcroft, “ strike, my 
brave boys, strike. Those who yield will but be 
hanged, so die fighting bravely. Cut our way 
through them. If we reach the shore we may get 
on board the Firefly, and then we are free 1 free I 
free ! sttike them down, lads.” 

Encouraged by these words the smugglers dashed 
forward to the assault. 

After a desperate fight they managed to cut 
through the opposing men. 

Many fell dead in the attempt, but a few, headed 
by Reuben Asher oft, escaped from the tower. 

(To be continued. Co mmtnced in A’®. 853.) 
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LARRY O’KEEFE, 

BY BRACEBRIDGE HEMYNG. 

AUTHOR OF THE HARKAWAY STORIES 


CHAPTER XII. 

MB. GILLHOOLEY OF SMASH EMALL HALL. 

URE Misther Wildney toold me to come here 
wid it, as he’d booght it, an’ if I pelted the 
goverwid praties, it ’ud pat him in a good humour, 
an’ he’d take me back again.” 

As Larry pronounced the name of Wildney, a 
light broke upon Mr. Sullivan. 

He saw how it was. 

“ Oh! ” he exclaimed, good-humoredly enough 
now, “ if Wildney had a hand in it I can under, 
stand it; though if that young gentleman doesn’t 
stop playing his jokes upon me, I’ll—I’ll-” 

He hesitated, for, as a matter ef fact, he did not 
know what he could do. 

Mr. McManus had just succeeded in swallowing 
the last bit of potato-skin which stuck in his 
throat. 

“ Ahem 1” he remarked, coughing. “ It’s 
simply disgraceful.” 

“ The boy’s a fool! ’’ said Mr. Sullivan. 

“ No, I ain’t, either,” replied Larry. “ Why 
wouldn’t I do what the gintleman tould me, and he 
so rispictable.” 

“ Turn him out, Kerrigan,’’shouted Mr. Sullivan; 
“ and if he dares to enter the bank again, kick him 

“ Sure all I did Was to thry to amuse yer,” re¬ 
plied Larry. 

“ Amuse 1 be hanged to your impudence ! is there 
any fun in btiog half-smothered with baked pota¬ 
toes ? ” 

“ Didn’t he tell me to do it? ” 

“ Turn him out ! ” cried the banker. 

" Didn’t I catch yer horse, an’ didn’t I warn yer 


about Sban Van Vogbt ? Oh bedad, it’s little I’ll 
be spakin’ agin to tne likes of you,” said Larry. 

He was not allowed to say any more, for Kerri¬ 
gan dragged him out, and having gained the top of 
the three steps which led up to the bank, he gave 
him a kick which sent Larry sprawling on his hands 
and knees in the gutter. 

“ That’s to tache you betther manners,” he ex¬ 
claimed 

“Bad seas to ye, Barney Kerrigan,” answered 
Larry. “ Here’s somethin’ to tache you to kape yer 
hands off me in future.” 

He flung a handful of mud at the messenger, 
which bespattered his face and white shirt-front, 
clo-ing both his eyes and stopping his laughter. 

After which exploit Larry ran away back to Mr. 
O’Grady’s hotel. 

Meanwhile Pat had demanded payment for the 
wasted potatoes, which Mr. Sullivan gave him. 

Kerrigan swept out the office, Pat took his tin 
can, away, and business was resumed. 

A short time afterwards Mike the Mischief re¬ 
turned to his brother’s bank, and laughed heartily 
when he heard of Larry’s last exploit. 

“ Larry, will be the death of me some day, with 
his blunders,” said Mike; “ and he’ll get into trouble 
if he does all Wildney tells him.” 

“I have discharged Wildney as well as Larry,” 
replied Mr. Sullivan. 

“ It’s a pity that Wildney won’t be steady,” said 
McManus. 

“ It is indeed,” answered the banker. “ I have 
taken a great interest in him, for his father’s sake, 
and his own, too.” 

“ Oh! ” remarked Mike the Mischief, “ he’s well 
off and doesn’t need to work.” 

“ But all young men ought to do something.” 

“ Granted, and Wildney likes to have his fun.” 

“You and he, Mike, are of the same mind, I 
think,” said the banker, smiling. 

“ Egad, you’re right ! ” answered Mike. “ I have 
just left Delaney at O'Grady’s Hotel, and we have 
been doing our best to make Gillhooley, of Smashein- 
all Hall, as drunk as a lord,” 


■'•What, Mike make a member of Parliament 

tipsy ? ” 

“Yes, and we succeeded. In an hour’s time he 
won’t know a big A from a bull’s foot.” 

Mr. Sullivan could not help laughing. 

“ He is to be my opponent at the coming election,” 
he said. “ But I can’t quite approve of that sort 
of thing.” 

“ All’s fair in love, war, and electioneering.” 

“ What was your object ? ” 

“ To get some of his tactics out of him, and 
egad 1 Delaney is the man to do it,” replied Mike. 

“ I wonder he talked to you.” 

“Well, you see, he’s not quite sure you’re a 
candidate. Your address to the electors is not yet 
out, and he knows that Delaney is a power of 
strength; he wants to get him on his side if possi¬ 
ble.” 

“Sorry for him.” 

“ Glad you mean. Delaney wouldn’t leave our 
camp, and I’ve a bit of news to give you.” 

“ What’s that ? ” 

“ Gillhooley is short of money. He finds that 
he wants funds to fight the campaign ; and the best 
of the joke is, he has asked Delaney to get him a 

“ Ha ! ha ! ” laughed the banker. 

“ Delaney has been promising him everything he 
asked, and Gillhooley is baying the wine, which 
suits Delaney to a T.” 

The messenger came in to announce that the 
banker’s carriage was ready. 

He got in with his brother Mike, and they drove 
home together. 

Meanwhile, Larry had found his way back to 
the hotel, where he did not see anything of 
Wildney. 

The coachman, Murphy, however, met him at 
the gate of the yard. 

“ Where have you been, you spalpeen ? ” he 
asked. 

“ You wasn’t here to tell me what to do, and so 
I went out on my own business," answered Larry. 

“ Do you want pie to jtpocfc the head off of you 1 ” 
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1 glad you can dy sopie- 

t be told, Lorry bad a, much 
ng as a cpwbasof filing, hut 


“No, Mistber Murphy; me bead’s what God 
gave me, and I want to kape if, if you plaze.” 

“ You lazy vagabond!’’ exclaimed the coachman. 
“Can yon drive?” 

“ Drive, ia it ?” replied Larry wjth a smile. 

“ I said drive, didn’t I, yon omadbaun ? ’ 

" Indade I can, sirr.” 

“That’s good, I 
thing.” 

If the truth mus 
knowledge of dcivi 
be did npt think it 
what he was asked. 

“ When’ll I have to drive, Misther Mntyby ?” 

“ You’ll know when you’re tonld, won’t ye ?” 

“ I’d like to know now.” 

j, y°u. Come, lulp me harness the 

Larry was in rather an uncomfortable state pf 
mind, for. he was a small boy to, drive (wo horses, 
and when it is remembered that he never had a 
pair of lines in his hands before, it pan bo rc^^ily 
Burmised that he was somewhat nervous. 

“Snre every one has to learn,” ba said itt pn 
undertone. “ There ne ver was auylhlpg yet without 
a beginning. You pull the fpias this way, gn’ yon 
pull them that, si the horses have to go as ypii’ye 
a mind they should.” 

When the horses were harnessed Larry mounted 
the brx, and being tall for his ago, did not look 
insignificant behind a pair as nvght have been 
expected. 

He managed to get the coach to the door of tbs 
hotel, where he pulled up and waited wid e Murphy 
he’d the door open.' 

Presently,Mr Gilihralpy, member for C i-hellory, 
came downstairs, leaning i n the ami of Delaay.' 

“Now you’ll give me all the wpport you can J” 
sard G llhooley. 

“TVite, I’m doing that s»ma now,” replied the 
J ’cbss attorney, who with difficulty saved him fr. in 
falling, as he made a desperate iurcb, three steps 
from rhe landing. 

“ Hang your jokes 1 Be serious.” 

“ Wait till the day of election comes, and yoa’H 
see who your friends are.” 

“ I count on you.” ' 

“Yon shall have a fair count. Get in.” 

Gillhooley stumbled in the hallway, and blun¬ 
dered heavily against O’Grady, the landlord, who 
was bowing him ont. 

“ Take care, sir ! ” exclaimed O’Grady. 

“Take care, yourself, sir,” replied Gillhooley, 
looking at him with drunken gavity. 1 Confound 
your impudence. Do you think I can’t walk 
Straight after drinking your infernal wine ? ” 

“ I don’t think it all.” 

“What d’ye mean?” demanded Gillhooley, 
angrily. 

“ I’m sure of it. Let him go, Misther Delaney, 
and try. Infernal wine, indeed i There isn’t batter 
in all Ireland.” 

“ Pa still, O’Grady,” replied Delaney. 

“ Youfie beneath ms, sir 1 ” exclaimed Gilihoo- 

ley. 

At this moment his foot slipped and he fell full 
length on the floor. 

O’Grady laughed. 

“ You’re beneath me now, I’m thinking,” he said. 

To the credit of Mr. Gillhooley, we must admit 
that be very seldom got so intoxicated as he was 
that night, ar.d he would not have gono to euch 
lengths had not he succumbed to the wiles of Dela¬ 
ney, who, for his own purposes and in the interest 
of Mr. Sullivan, kept on ply ing him with wine. 

He was now eo overcome that, after a few in¬ 
effectual attempts to get up, he lay pirfectiy still. 

“ D ad drunk,” remarked O’Grady. 

“Not far off,” replied Delaney. 

“Get him home. The eOach is waiting.” 

“Take his heels and I’ll take his head—that's 
the heaviest part i f him ”—exclaimed the lawyer, 
“ and we'll lay him at the bottom of the carriage. 
He'll ride easily enough.” 

O’Grady did as he was requested, and Mr. Gill¬ 
hooley, M.P., was put in the coach. 

Larry touched his cap and said r 

“ Where’ll I drive, sir ? ” 

“ To the squire's,” replied O’Grady. 

With a smack of the whip, Larry started tiio 
team, and the old hack horses went off at a lumber¬ 
ing gait down the High Street. 

They were old and always took their time, walk¬ 
ing hp and down hill with a sort of religious ob¬ 
servance of time-honoured custom. 


Lurry did not find it at all difficult to drive them, 
for they went as slowly and calmly as two old 


When told to drive to the Squires’s, Larry did 
not stop to consider that there were more squires 
than one living in the neighbourhood of Cashel- 

He at once concluded that he had to go to Squire 
Sullivan’s, and that the “ gintleman inside ” was a 
guest of the banker. 

So he started on the road for Mr. Sullivan’s, 
and in about au hour reached its hospitable gates. 

Dinner was just over, and Mr. Sallivan was 
drinking wins with bis brother Mike. 

“ What the deuce are the dogs barking at ? ” ex 
claimed the banker. 

“ There’s a sound pf wheels,” replied Mike 
“ I don’t expect anybody. 

“ Let me go ont and see.” 

Mike the Mischief sallied into the hall and out of 
the front door. 

It was datk, but he saw the coach. 

“ Who have you got there 1“ ho asked. 
“Gintleman from O'Grady’s, Misthef Mike,” re¬ 
plied Larry. 

“ Js that you, Larry ? ” 

“ Yes, Misther Mike.” 

'! What is the gentleman's name?” inquired 
Mika Sullivan. 

*' Surra one cf me knows, Misther Mike, but he’s 
ilpne lihrunk, Sit’ it'll break yer heart if you have 
anything to do wid him at all at all.” 

“ Bring a lantern here,” aai I Mika to a servant, 
A lantern was brought In a few minutes, and by 
its light he poked into thg interior of the carriage. 

t! Bv the hookey !” he exclaimed. “ Here's a 
go t n*lp me carry the gentl-mm |.i»j in.” 
Thiayras said to the man with the lantern. 

‘tls them anything wrong, Misther hike? 11 
asked Larry. 

“.Oh, no.” 

“ Shall I go home now, air ? ” 

“Taka your horses round ip the yard, stable 
them, and have your supper in the kitchen. You 
won’t have to go back for an hour or two. 

“ An’ that’s good news, for I’m as empty as a 
dhrnm ” muttered Larry. 

Mike the Mischief and the servant extricated 
Gillhooley from the carriage'and carried him into 
the dining-room, where they laid him on a sofa. 

“ Who’s this. Mike ? ’! asked the bunker. 

“ Use your eyes and yotj’ll see,” 

■ Gillhooley, by all that’s extraordinary 1 What’s 
the matter with him ? ” 

' Didn’t I tell you Delaney had him in train¬ 
ing ? ” 

Mr. Sullivan laughed. 

“ But how did he got hare ?. ” 

“ Larry drove him.” 

ff Then we’ll forgive Larry, for this time be has 
brought our opponent into the enemy’s camp.” 

“ Let’s paint him rel, white and blue, and send 
him hack as he i>,” suggested Mike. 

“ No. That would bs a fighting matter, and 1 
don’t care about duels. What’ll we do with him ? ” 
“ Wake him up and have some fun with him,” 
replied Mike. 

“ I don’t like to. It doesn’t seam right.” 

“.Stuff and nonieose ! ’’ 

Mike had no scrupljs of conscience. PA this score, 
and, going up to. Gillhooley, sbcfik him violently, 

“ What is it, Delaney ?” he murmured. 
“There,” said Mika tile Mischief; “l;e takes 
me for Tim, and J'il bet a pew hqt he’J{ think ha’s 
at the hotel still.” 

Ha shook him again, 

Mr. Gillhooley sat up and looked ahoqt him in a 
confused manner. 

O'Grady,” he exclaimed, i‘ briag me tpffie 


This" was addressed to Mr. Sullivan, who refi- 

“ Confouud bis impudence I ” said the banker. 

“ Hush !” whispered Mike, with big finger ogi 
bis lips. “ Let’s carry the joke put.” 

“Asyon please.” 

“You’ll agree? Is it a bargain l” cried Mike 
the Mischief. 

“ Yes.” replied the hanker, reluctantly. 

Mr. Gillhooley was rubbing his eves, but fie was 
sq fay from being sober that fie b dieved be was at 
tile urn, u«d that Mike was Delfifipy, while his 
brother was Q’Grady, the landlord. 

“ Kick that fellow for me, Tim/’ he exclaimed. 

“Which one?" asked Mike. ' . ' 


“Q’Grady, the thief! Why doesn’t he bring 

Mike the Mischief administered a kick to firs 
brother, saying, “ Make haste, can’t yon.” 

Mr. Sullivan made a wry face. 

“ This is parrying the joke too far,” he said, in a 


“ Rer.;ember your bargain.” 

IMuctantly the banker bropght a bottle of wine 
from tbe sids-boiird and opened it, placing it. oa 
the fable. 

“ Hand it here, you rascal,” roared Gillhooley. 
“ It is not eo many years since you were a waiter, 
and now you want to put on airs.” 

The banker handed round the wine. 

“ That’s something like,” said (Jillfioeley; “ you 
may fake a gigss yourself. We’ll win the election 
yet. Not a word, D.lancy, if ( loll you a secret.” 

“ Not a syllable,” replied Mike. 

“1’ia fo have u couple of thousand pounds from 
the fastis to fight tbe battle for {fie government.” 

“But that’s bribery,” said Mikp, 

l<Who cares? We’ll spend it so nobody wiil 
know. Wtl’il buy up all thenm-ip in tbs country 
around, and engage all the hotels and public houses. 
Sullivan will have a hard road to travel it he fights 
ageinst me.” 

“ Will he ? ” said Sul Iran, between his teeth. 

“ We’ll settle him, Delaney,” ear,tingl'd Gill¬ 
hooley. That fellow Sullivan’s just had his fipok 
robhai—he! ha! f wish they’d sipipn’all bo’s got.” 

The banker could restrain himself no jonpe'. 

He forgot the compound he had mala wkh his 
brother, and, advancing to Gillfio-lay, exclaimed : 

“ Get out fit my house, you drunken beast! ” 

“ Woa—-what say ? ” asked Gillhooley. 

“I’m Mr. Sullivan. You have mala * mistake 
jn coining here, and if you don’t get opt, I’ll kick 
you out!" 

Giiifiooley staggered to his fact. 

With a groin, Mike the Mischief sank into a 
chair. 

” Hj’s spoiled it all. I [nought be would,” he 
muttered. 

Locking around hire, Gillhooley stared at Sulli- 


“ This isn’t an inn, and you’re not O’Grady. 
How did I come here?” 

“ The driver brought you here by mistake.” 

By an effort Gillhooley BObered himself. 

“ Sir !” he exclaimed, “ you’re no gentleman.” 

“Why not, I should like to know?” demanded 
Mr. Sullivan. 

You ought to have told me at first that I’d 
made a mistake, Instead of carrying this farce on 
to my disadvantage.” 

The banker winced at this answer, which he felt 
to be true enough. 

He bitterly blamed his brother Michael in his 
own mind for inducing him to enter upon the joke at 


all. 

“You were ia such p state when you entered this 
house,” he said “that you couldn’t listen to 


Then I ought pot tp have been allowed to enter 
it. You have taken a base advantage, of nie.” 

“Iam in my own house, sir,” replied SullivaD, 

“ aud you have no right to insult me.” 

u I hope I do insult you,” replied Gillhooley, who, - 
was rapidly becoming himself again. “ Be good 
enough to order my earriaay.” 

The banker rang the bull. 

Thera was a disagreeable ejjeuefi untU the servant 
MUM’. 

“^hij giutlgmun’e Ofirriege at once,” said Sulli- 


“ How can I tell whpt I fiaye said, when I fancied 
that you were O’Grady, and vonr toother there, 
Mr. Delapiy ?” continued Gillfio.oley. 

1 If you hatjhot a guilty conscience yon would 
not ba afraid of what you laid,” answered Mike. 

“ But electioneering tactics my dear air-- ; * 

“ IjubbisfiJ Is money Ifopi Dublin for purpuses 

pf bribery to be called tactics ? ’’ 

You said so, and we’ll unseat you on petition, if 
you do get elected.” 

GifihoOley walked to and f .o, deeply excited. 

“ I eay jt’» a shame, and up decent man yould 
have done it,” he exclaimed. 

Mike the Mischief flushed"to the temples. 

“ Do you mean to spy i’m fiot a decent map ?”. 
he asked, in a tone of concentrated fury. 
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PASTIMES FOR THE INGENIOUS. 

HOW TO BUILD A YACHT. 

S Sf giving our young readers, this week, some 
practical instructions for the building of a 
model yacht, we shall depart from the ordinary 


will be seen by reference to Figs. 3 & 8. The other 
portions where tbe same wood can be used with 
advantage will be the “keel," the “floor-timbers," 
'stem-post,' and “ stem post." A section of the keel 
may be seen in Figs. 5 & 6; that with the cross 
piece showing the shape of the ‘Jhor-timbers,' with 
the manner of fixing them into the keel, the length 


Your model will now present the appearance of 
the framework or skeleton of a ship, and it now 
remains only to elothe its timbers with their proper 
covering. 

To effect this a sufficient number of planks must 
I be prepared of willow wood, of about the propor- 



method on which all models of ships made by boys I of which may be seen in Fig. 8, C. The wood of 
are usually constructed. This plan consists, as is the willow will be found suitable for planking 
well known, in literally 


block of wood the required model, the hull of w 
is first fashioned into shape, and then the inside is 
scooped out bit by bit until the bulwarks assume 
iwhat of their relative thickness. This task is 


a solid sheathing of the hull, the form of which is shown 


n Fig. 7. 

These will require bending at each end. This 
can be effected by making a number of cuts on the 



tion of the one shown in Fig. 8, but of different 
lengths. This is seen above the keel. 

Take one of these, beginning from the bottom 
and place it immediately above the keel, bending it 
so as to go over all the ribs, and fasten it at each 
end, one to the stem-post, and the other to the stern- 
post, and passing a peg through each rib to hold it 
quite secure; and so proceed with each plank until 
you have completely covered the hull. Fix them 
as close together as possible, but you can afterwards 
caulk with oakum between each plank, and a little 
pitch over this will render it water-tight. 

You have now only to fix the deck. This you 
can cut out perfect from a piece of thin willow 



that which is really acted upon in the shipyards 
where real vessels are built. Thus our young 
friends will gain, in the construction of their model 
ship, real knowledge of the principles of actual ship¬ 
building, and, at tbe same time, if they have an 
ordinary amount of skill and patience, they will be 
rewarded by the production of a model which shall 
exceed in beauty and truth the actual thing, and 
for floating qualities be far superior to tbe old 
carved model from a block of wood. 

The best kind of wood to use in cutting out 
many of the portions of woodwork required to build 
this model will be lime, as that wood is capable of 
being cut into almost any variety of form without 



vide tbe required number of ribs, and to fix them 
into the keel, as shown in Fig. 6. When these are 
all fixed on one side in their proper places, so as to 
resemble Fig. 8, then proceed to repeat the same on 
tbe other side. Little pegs made of boxwood should 
be used, in all cases, for fastening. 


marking the lines of the planks by slight lines cut 
into the wood. This will look real, and will have 
a much neater effect than you could hope to pro¬ 
duce by attempting to follow the actual method of 
real ship-building. Before fixing the deck you 
should cut out the hatchway, and make the hatch¬ 
way-frames, as likewise a little cabin, and your 
yacht will be complete. 

If you wish to adorn it with a figure-head you 
can carve one out of a little piece of bjxwood, and 
fix it in its proper place at the top of the stem-post. 
For form of the deck see Fig. 1. 

The stern also can be carved out of the same 
I wood, as likewise the bows, Fig. 2, A. & B. 



danger of splitting ; the particular parts to be cut 
out of which will be, in the first place, those called 
the “ frames” or “ribs,” (Fig.4),the exact form of 
which is there shown. A considerable number of 
these will be required—namely, twenty for each 
>*4®, l»rg« and small, the proper sixes for which 


Now begin to cut out a number of “ beams ” for , 
the support of the deck. These should go across 
from one rib to the other, at every alternate pair, 
and should be well rounded up in form to give the 
deck resting upon them its proper slightly convex 
appearance, as may be seen in Fig. 4. 


Sound in the Aectic Regions.— In the Arctic re¬ 
gions,where the thermometer is below zero, personscan 
converse more than a mile distant. Mr. Jamieson asserted 
that he heard every word of a sermon at the distance 
of two miles on a still day with perfect distinctness. 
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UP A TREE; 


safe, and I catcbed sight of this ’efe a-Iyin’ at your 
door.,” 

What is it?” 


The parson was too much perturbed to notice 
particularly the drift of P.G. Stopper’s crude ob- 



“ A sumthink, sir.” 

“A wbat?” 

“A sumthink, sir.” 

“I don’t know what you mean. What is it ? ” 
41 Blest if I know. It’s in the form of a parcel, 
and a reg’lar squeaker into the bargain. There’s 
sumthink rote on to it.”' 

The Reverend Mr. Welfare chanoed catching a 
cold, and unmuffled bis ears. 

P.C. Stopper held it up to convince the parson 
that it was a squeaker. 

“ What can it be, constable ? Not a pig surely? ” 
“ Werry like as it is, sir.” 

“ Something written on it, did you say ? ” 

*‘Yes, sir.” 

44 What is it ? Can you read it ? ” 

Could he read it, and he in the police force too ! 
Without a word of reply to such a question, P.C. 
Stopper read once again : 

“ Take care of this for its mother's sake—a 
poor penitent sinner. Its name is Thomas Tit. 
That’s all, sir.” 

“ That’s all, indeed ! Quite enough too.” 


14 Dear me!” he ejaculated, “how very distress¬ 
ing to be surel I wonder who can the mother of 
it be ? ” 

44 Well,” says P.C. Stopper to himself, ‘‘I ’ave 
’eard of ’ardened sinners, but this ’ere wicked old 
repperabate licks the lot. Don’t even so much as 
know which is the mother of it.” 

The parson, in a truly Christian spirit, took up 
his burden and entered with it. 

It turned out to be a small but healthy male 
child, with flaming red hair, and a voice like a 
penny trumpet. 

Having called the policemen “ honest fellow,” 
and given him a glass of very mild home-brewed, 
he desired that he would hold his peace, that there 
might be no misconception. 

The “honestfellow ” solemnly assured the reve¬ 
rend gentleman that he might place the most im¬ 
plicit reliance upon his discretion, which the Rev. 
Mr. Welfare did, not wisely, but too well, omitting 
that important little addition called “plating the 

This was omiited purposely, for the worthy par¬ 
son scorned the idea of bribery, 
and avoided the fact with determina¬ 
tion. 

Nanny Burge, the parson’s house¬ 
keeper, had also undertaken the 
charge, and promised secresy. 

Master Tom Tit grew in strength 
and impudence, but not in stature ; 
impudence seemingly exhausted 

In a Christianly way the parson 
conlinued his support of the child, 
and many a gracious contribution 
was received on its behalf from the 
kindly disposed parishioners. 

But everybody agreed that Tom 
Tit was a regular little limb, as 
old Nanny Burge styled him. 

Now Tom Tit’s education had 
been progressing very favourably 
under the guidance of Mistrsss 
Barlow, the village schoolmistress. 

The parson took particular interest 
in scholastic matters, and went so far 
as to offer for competition a prize to 
the best reader in the school. 

Mistress Barlow had a nephew, a 
very cute lad in his way, but not a 
patch upon Tiny Tom, and her dame- 
ship had worked at that boy at odd 
times to bring him well forward in 
the great competition; and, indeed, 
had so far succeeded, that Tom 
Tit was his only rival. 

The prize rested between them. 

The auspicious day arrived, and 
the eager young competitors each had 
the prize in his mind’s eye. 

That prize, by-the-bye, was an 
old pair of the parson’s “ can’t- 

Mrs. Barlow favoured her nephew, 
and finding Tom Tit was beating 
him out and out, began to cheat. 

- Tom Tit saw it, and told her 
to “leave Off a-alterin’ of them 


T HE incident I am about to relate occurred to 
a little fellow of our village known as Tiny 
Tom—or Tom Tit, as he was mostly styled. 
A few introductory observations m ay serve to 
make the story more interesting. 

Remarkably small for his age, and a me re imp, 
as his name would imply, he was a veritable imp 
of darkness. 

If ever there was a mischief loving young 
scamp on the broad face of the earth, or anywhere 
else, Tom Tit would give him a lot of chalks and 
beat him hollow. 

The authors of Tom Tit’s existence are ray?- 

It was argued by many that he was the son of 
a notorious poacher who had come to considerable 
grief some fifteen years since; but that idea was 
easily refuted, for the gentleman spoken of had 
left his country for his country’s good at that time 
and had not since returned, and 
Tiny Tom was certainly not more 
than half a score of years to the 
good—or bad, whichever you like. 

Under any circumstances, he was 
remarkably small for his age, and 
was possessed of hair as red as a 
holly-berry. 

Nobody appeared to be account¬ 
able for Tom Tit’s existence, and yet 
there he was. 

How did he get there? 

Here, then, are the stubborn facts. 

Police Constable Stopper was on 
duty one fine night, and not exactly 
knowing how to fill up his time 
before turning in—he was supposed 
to be on duty from ten o’clock 
night until five in the morning, and 
therefore, usually started about 
four o’clock and wandered about 
until time was up — he took a 
stroll past the parson’s cottage, with 
the intention of having a quiet pipe 
on the seat under the portico. 

He beheld a something wrapped 
in flannels and brown paper lying at 
the parson’s doorstep. 

Bringing his bull’s-eye fairly to 
bear upon it, he saw it was a parcel, 
and proceeded to pick it up. 

As he did so it squeaked, which 
made him put it down again. 

He then examined it searc’ningly, 
and saw written upon the cover iu 
large characters:— 

“Take care of this for its 
mother’s sake—a poor penitent 
sinner. Its name is Thomas 
Tit.” 

"Well,” said he, 41 here’s a pretty 
go.” 

Taking a little time for considera¬ 
tion, he continued,— 

“ Who’d a thought it ? But there, 

I never didn’t ’ave much b’lief in 


parsons, not at the best o’ times.” 

Knocking at the door, and ringing the bell, the 
window presently opened above his head, and a 
voice much muffled by wrappers and blankets en- 

“ Who’s there ? ” 

“ It’s me, sir—P.C. Stopper.” 

“ What ? ” 

“P.C. Stopper, sir.” 

“ See what stopper ? ” 

44 1 didn’t say see no stopper. I said P.C. Stop¬ 
per-Police Constable Stopper,Jsir.” 

“ Stop who ? ” 

The poor parson was half asleep and his mufflers 
affected his hearing equally with his speech. 

“ The policeman, sir.” 

“ Oh, it’s you. Stopper, is it ? ” 

“Yes, sir.” 

44 Well, what d’you want 1 ” 

44 As I was walking round this way, sir, on Jdooty, 
just took a look round the ’ouse to see as all was 


The parson was struck dumb with horror. Take 
care of it for its mothers sake? Who was its 
mother ? Oh, dear 1 Ob, dear ! This was cer¬ 
tainly dreadful. It was horrible 1 What would the 
world say f 

Quickly dressing, be appeared at the door, and 
the constable brought the screaming package into 
the passage. 

41 Dear me, what is to be done! ” asked the par- 
in of the policeman. 44 It’s very awkward 1 ’’ 

“ Well, sir, I have knowed a more delicater 
way ef doing things, I must say, and if you was to 
take my advice, you'd just taka it in and put it out 
' o nurse, and say no more about it. You’ve no call 
o be afeared o’ me, yer know. Mum’s the word 
rith me. I never knows nothink of nobody’s 
business—you understand sir ? ” 

44 But, my good man, you don’t surely sup- 




—and there you 


This fairly riled Mrs. B,, and she struck the sharp 
Master Tom Tit across the ear, with the cane she 
wielded, causing a nasty cut and a rather copious 
flow of crimson fluid. 

At this unfortunate juncture the parson was 
announced as marching up the front garden. 

What was to be done ? 

There was but little time for con - deration, and 
seizing Tom Tit by tbe shoulders, she opened the 
back door, and summarily ejected him into tbe very 
place of all others he would most desire to go. 

“ You go out there, and wait till I call you.” 

Mistress Barlow’s back garden was knowo to 
possess an uncommonly fine gooseberry-busb, and 
at this time there were gooseberries upon it of 
enormous size, and reeking with ripeness and 
sugar. 

Tom Tit had seen it by peeping over the wall, 
and had positively been planning a raid upon it 
this week past. 

Mistress Barlow, therefore, couldn’t have done a 
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